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For Children 



How large unto the tiny fly 
Must little things appear! — 

A rose-bud like a feather bed, 
Its prickle like a spear; 

A dewdrop like a looking-glass, 

A hair like golden wire; 
The smallest grain of mustard-seed 

As fierce as coals of fire; 

A loaf of bread a lofty hill; 

A wasp a cruel leopard ; 
And specks of salt as bright to see 

As lambkins to a shepherd. 



OTHER BOOKS OF VERSE 



H.M. 



Verses, by Hilaire Belloc. With an Introduction by Joyce 

Kilmer. Lawrence J. Gomme. 

Mr. Kilmer says: "Hilaire Belloc is a poet. Also he is a 
Frenchman, an Englishman, an Oxford man, a Roman 
Catholic, a country gentleman, a soldier, a democrat, and a 
practical journalist. He is always all these things." 

But only very casually is Hilaire Belloc a poet, only now 
and then in this book. Always he is a personality, though ; 
in his ballads and devotional" poems and drinking songs there 
is a rich feel and flavor, whether they are quite poetry or 
not; sometimes they are frankly nonsense or slap-dash jour- 
nalism. But the three poems of the Virgin — Our Lord and 
Our Lady, In a Boat and Courtesy — have a high beauty and 
simplicity, and The Leader is that rare treasure of the muse, 
a truly heroic ballad, and with a modern meaning. We 
quote the beginning and end: 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



The sword fell down: I heard a knell; 

I thought that ease was best; 
And sullen men that buy and sell 

Were host, and I was guest. 
All unashamed I sat with swine, 

We shock the dice for war; 
The night was drunk with an evil wine — 

But she went on before. 

She rode a steed of the sea-foam breed, 

All faery <was her blade, 
And the armour on her tender limbs 

Was of the moonshine made. 



I hear them all, my fathers call, 

I see them how they ride, 
And where had been that rout obscene 

Was an army straight with pride. 
A hundred thousand marching men, 

Of squadrons twenty score, 
And after them all the guns, the guns, 

But she went on before. 

Her face •urns like the king's command 
When all the swords are drawn. 

She stretched her arms and smiled at us, 

Her head was higher than the hills. 

She led us to the endless plains. 
We lost her in the dawn. 



H.M. 



Pilgrimage, by Eric Shepherd. Longmans, Green & Co. 

Because of its absolute sincerity one likes and respects this 
book even though not in accord with its religious doctrines 
or its doctrines of art. The emotion and the craftsmanship 
are so honest, so lucid and basically sound, one wonders what 
poetry Mr. Shepherd would have given us if he had come to 
see the world with equal sincerity through different glasses. 
There is a delicacy and perfection of form in these poems 
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